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Chapter Text
Ashley: Why the fuck do we have to wear these?

The alley was dark and stank like shit but the robe she was being forced to wear was her chosen point of bitching, Andrew thoughts to himself as he forced her into a robe similar to his own.

Andrew: Just follow the plan, alright? This has to fucking work.

Ashley: And if it doesn't?

Andrew: Then we'll whore you out for cash and lodging.

Ashley: You'd never~

As much as Andrew would hate to admit it, she's right. He'd kill a man for looking at her wrong. 

Andrew: Fuck this up and we'll see just what I can do

He finishes tying her robe around her neck and admired his work. Its simple, a large cloth and a tie but the cloth didn't have a tie in the first place. Even the smallest craftsmanship deserves admiring.

Ashley: You done eyeing me up, Andy?~

Andrew: Oh fuck off, lets just get this over with.

Throwing their hoods up, Andrew punches in the code he remembers from before. The elevator dings and takes them down. When it stops, the sound of conversation makes it seem like they haven't started yet. Exiting the elevator, the two bouncers nod their undisclosed heads. 

Andrew: We didn't miss it, did we?

Cultist 1: Nah mate you're just in time.

Cultist 2: Yeah! I've got a great feeling about this one.

Cultist 1: You said that last time...

Andrew and Ashley left them behind as they made their way to the main room, where the circle was set up. Just as the two cultists said, the leader of the group was taking the stage. Show time.

Cultist Leader: Hello all and good evening. Let us commence tonights summoning!

He turns, pushing the button on the boombox which turns on the horrid music. The group standing around the circle starts their odd dance and things seem to just... stall out. Their's dissapointment on the barely visible mouth of the leader as he goes to turn off the music when the room goes dark.

Cultist Leader: Lord Unknown, is that you?

Demon: Silence, I arrive not for you.

All vision returns to the room as the swirling cloud of black and eyes has manifested in the center of the summoning circle.

Demon: Tar Soul and Brother, it would seem we have an audience. 

Andrew and Ashley threw off their hoods and Ashley pulled out the talisman which was now glowing in the presence of the demon.

Andrew: We hijacked a ritual. 

Ashley: Yeah, sorry about the music. 

Demon: So not apologize for their foolish mistakes. Tar Soul, do you have more souls for me? 

Andrew: That guy!

Andrew pointed as he spoke, picking out a specific guy in the room. Once upon a time this guy hinted he might have a piss kink and Andrew wasn't going to let that slide. The demon asked no questions and the crowd of cultists offered little rebuttal, not that it would matter as their visions went dark for a moment, leaving behind the slumped and soulless husk of the piss cultist.

Demon: I've given you an extra charge to your talisman. Continue the hard work Tar Soul and Brother.

Ashley: Wait hold up! I have a question about a vis-

Her words were cut short by visions fading to black until the demon had left. This, however, meant that Andrew and Ashley now stood amongst a group of cultists who couldn't summon anything for the life of them. Sweat beaded at Ashley's forehead as she anxiously looked at Andrew, who seemed to be scanning the crowd.

Cultist Leader: Tar Soul? You're familiar with the demon?

Ashley: Oh w-well yes. Yes I am! I'm its favorite human in fact! It gave me this trinket that holds its power.

Cultist Leader: Could you teach us? Teach us the ways of reaching out to Lord Unknown?

Ashley: Why would I do tha-

Andrew: On one condition!

Cultist 3: Sure!

Cultist 4: We'll do it

Cultist Leader: Quiet down! What is your request?

Ashley shoved Andrew who seemed ready to spill their beans but he glared at her, forcing her to concede... for now.

Andrew: We need a fake ID. Does anyone know where to get one?

Cultist 3: I do. I can write the place down.

Andrew did his best to smile triumphantly at Ashley, who doubted his plan. She was not impressed. Especially since she would be forced to spend the next hour pretending to know how the hell she summoned a demon so easily. Turns out, they weren't using real blood, just the stuff from the Halloween store.

Later that evening, in their stolen car, they looked over the piece of paper with the info on it.

Ashley: The... Boardwalk? Who the fuck sells illegal shit on a boardwalk? This sound stupud as shit.

Andrew: It's the tattoo parlor. Kind of makes sense to me. Don't knock it, it's our best shot right now. We'll need it to bounce before they find out Mom and Dad are missing.

Ashley: Well if all hope is lost, maybe one of those cultists will pay for us. I'm practically their prophet.

Ashley: Well if all hope is lost, maybe one of those cultists will pay for us. I'm practically their prophet.

Andrew: Then what does that make me?

Ashley: Makes you mine, Andy~

Andrew sneered her way, but then his faced lightened a bit. This cause Ashley to turn her head slightly before Andrew grabbed her and ruffled her hair.

Andrew: Fuck you. Get some sleep and then see if Andy is still around.



Chapter 2: Andy and LeyLey and the Tattoo Parlor
Chapter Text
Andrew: This is the place on the note...

Ashley: Looks dingy as fuck.

Andrew: How about you don't say that to the guy inside. Don't say anything actually. Keep your pretty mouth shut.

Ashley: Aww you think my mouth is pretty?~

Andrew: What did I just say?

Ashley: I think you should shut it for me~

Andrew: I bet you'd love that.

The two stood on the boardwalk, or more specifically the street just before the boardwalk, and stared at the tattoo parlor in front of them. The black painted bricks are chipping away as the salty air blows in from the ocean. Theres deep cracks running through one wall and a fuckton of flowers bloom from within it. The two windows on either side of the door are barred and fogged. This makes it hard to see inside much to their dismay.

Ashley: Okay seriously, I think I see someone in there. Someone not-tattooing but a guy being tattooed.

Andrew: Oh uh... fuck. Maybe we should wait a few hours for them to finish.

Ashley: Oh no you aren't. We're so close to fucking freedom and you won't pussy out now.

Andrew: I'm not pussying out, I'm being careful.

Ashley: How? How is this careful?

Andrew: Well what if he doesn't talk to us because he's working? Or doesn't give us what we want because we asked in front of some random person? Or-

Ashley: Or we suck it up and man up. Get in there and get the gold.

Ashley shoves Andrew towards the parlor entrance to which he begrudgingly goes through. With his sister in tow, they enter and are hit with the strong smell of cigarette smoke and incense. The carpet inside is black and red checkered while the walls are a similar black brick as the outside. The room is small with a few waiting chairs, a chair to tattoo people, and a table next to that. The single door in the back has big yellow lettering that says "Employees". A scrawny bearded man sits in the chair as his arm gets ink from the big burly biker looking man.

Biker Man: Took you long enough to come in. We're almost done take a seat.

The siblings oblige. Soon enough he finishes the man and gets him set to go. As he does, he turns his attention to Andrew.

Biker Man: So, stringbean who am I working on? You or the pretty lady with ya?

Andrew: We don't need a tattoo and don't talk about my sister like that.

Biker Man: He's got some bite. Alright what do ya need then. It's close to closin and I got a date with a TV dinner.

Ashley: TV dinner? Gross.

Biker Man: Don't talk shit.

Andrew: LeyLey, watch it.

Ashley opened her mouth to retort, but was struck silent by the use of her childhood nickname. She could've sworn he swore off that...

Andrew: We hear you can do some paperwork for us. I've got a word in.

Biker Man: Let me see that...

Andrew passes over the paper note form the cultist which didn't have any identifying information but had a password written on it. Upon seeing this, the man nods.

Rack: Name's Rack. I can do it for ya, for a price. You got cash?

Andrew: How much?

Rack: 300 an ID.

Ashley: Holy shit that's so much. What the fuck? Are you trying to rip us off?

Rack: Look little lady, you don't get to ask me how much I charge in my own shop and get pissy at the price.

Andrew: We need 2. Matching if you catch my drift. New last names. 320 each if you'll make them real good.

Ashley: Andy what the fuc-

Rack: 320s a deal. Let me get some paper and we can write out an order. I'll have them for you tomorrow evening.

Andrew passes over the 640 in hard cash as Ashley looks on dumbfounded. His cold expression was hard to read in the moment but she could sense the murderous intent. After everything that's happened, he's gotten so cold when he's serious. She had to look away, her face flushing as a knot formed in her stomach.

Once Andrew filled out the specifics they needed, they left the shop and walked back to their car. On the wall back, Ashley flinched as she felt Andrew's hand graze hers. What started as a slight graze turned into a gentle attempt to hold hands. Picking up on this, she locked her fingers between his. Once joined together, he pulled her towards the boardwalk, the bright lights and happy music a wonderful scene in the evening.

Ashley: Woah wait Andy where are we going?

Andrew: Just be quiet and have fun.

She didn't know what was going on but she listened, still a little fluttered from before. Seemed that Andrew had plans to buy some shitty food and play a few games. Eventually he'd win one, receiving a big stuffed turtle for his efforts.

Andrew: Here, this is for you. Only took like 50 tries but I think it's worth it's weight in gold.

Ashley: Oh I'm sure it is.

Andrew: Anyway, we should get back to the car and sleep the night away.

Ashley: Hold it Stranger, where'd Andrew go?

Andrew: What the fuck are you on about now?

Ashley: I mean, what's up with you today. First, you switch up on me and go all macho man against that beef cake, and now you've treated me to a night out on the boardwalk with games and food and HANDHOLDING.

Andrew: It's nothing new Ashley. It's just been a week. Figured you could use a little fun.

Ashley: And the bravado you had earlier?

Andrew: What is this, twenty questions? I didn't fucking like how he looked or talked to you. I want to kill him but he's a useful sack of shit.

Ashley closed the distance between them, putting on her smug smile as she walked two fingers up Andrew's chest.

Ashley: Oh how protective of you~

Andrew: Shut up and lets go. Next time I'll let him talk bad to you.

Ashley: Oh no Andy please keep at it. It's veeery attractive~

Ashley could swear for a second that she got him to blush but he turned away from her. She'll take it. She gave in and joined him in returning to the car where they slept in the back seat until the crack of dawn. Not having anything better to do for the day ahead, they used some of their remaining cash to buy breakfast and did some window shopping. Of course, they didnt buy anything yet. Before they used Mom's credit card, they wanted to burn through the cash and that wasnt for-

Ashley: I want the blanket! It's got skulls on it and the skulls are winking. Winking Andrew!

Andrew: We don't need it! What don't you get about that?

Ashley: I think someone is being fucking cheap is what I'm getting.

Andrew: Maybe so but I'm the one with the money.

He holds the bills, about forty in cash, in his hand smugly by his face. Waving it slightly, he wasn't prepared for her assault. Ashley sprung forward, biting his cheek and grabbing the money at the same time. His shock preceeded his reflexes and he grabbed her instinctively, hands on her waist to avoid them both falling over. For a moment they remained, face to face before Andrew pulled away, relinquishing the cash.

Ashley: We're sleeping cozy tonight!

Andrew: Oh for fucks sake what was that!

Ashley: Strategy!

She bought the blanket.

The evening was upon them soon enough and they approached the shitty tattoo parlor once again, this time ready to redeem their freedom. The bell rings as they enter, this time greeted by an empty parlor and an envelope on the table. The back door opens and out comes Rack, drying his hands.

Rack: There you fuckers are. I got your paper right there. You're good as golden. Even threw in a little extra for that extra you offered. It's smart to treat me right, little man.

Andrew: Right. Thanks I guess.

Andrew reached for he envelope as Ashley did. There hands touched for a second and last night came to them both. They pulled their hands away but Andrew had already grabbed the envelope, leaving Ashley's hand empty. She lamented that emptiness...

Andrew: Oh shit what? This is full documentation! For 40 extra???

Rack: Your friend is a regular. Consider it a gift in good faith.

Ashley: Let me see. Let me seeeee!

The two of them admired the handiwork. It's the bare minimum for a lot of things and as long as they don't look too much into it they can get away with more than just with ID. Just one thing stood out to them though...

Ashley: Simmons???

Andrew: What kind of last name is that?

Rack: It's an inconspicuous one. Fucking take it, be glad I did the rest.

Ashley: Mr. and Mrs. Simmons. That sounds so... functional. Not our usual style.

Andrew: He's right. It's gotta fit in. And with the other paperwork, we basically have fake lives. We just have to settle it somehow...

Rack: You know, if you're looking to create fake lives, I know a guy. I can hook you guys up for a price. 2000 and you'll be new people.

Andrew: Fuck that's... that's a lot.

Ashley: Does it look like we have that kind of cash??

Andrew: We don't have any cash, Ashley...

Ashley: No but we have a kick ass blanket.

Rack: Hmmmm... well if you can't pay then I do have something you could do for me. Its a job worth the 2000.

Ashley: We are not doing That...

Andrew: You don't even know what he's asking...

Rack: Listen, buddy of mine rowing some goods round to this here boardwalk later tonight. He needs to be kept on the downlow. If you can distract the security and cops then consider it done.

Andrew: That's it?

Ashley: What's your buddy got?

Rack: None of your damn business. You doing it or what?

Ashley: Well he didn't ask me to suck his dick so...

Andrew: Mr and Mrs Simmons at your service.



Chapter 3: Andy and LeyLey and the Cat Smuggler
Chapter Text
The job seemed simple enough, even if it was their first job as criminals. It was obviously illegal to some capacity, but the secrecy that Rack acted under had them unsure of exactly how illegal. Regardless, washing away a 2k dollar price tag like that was too good to pass up, especially to Andrew who worried how far a few fake documents could take them in a society that cared a lot about knowing who you were.

Andrew: It's been three hours since he were supposed to row in. Did we fail already?

Ashley: Don't be so pessimistic, he probably stopped for coffee. And would you quit it with the cigarettes? That's your fourth tonight.

Andrew took a puff from what was indeed his fourth cigarette tonight, but it was also his last so he stuck his tongue out at Ashley while blowing smoke around it. This, in turn, obscured his vision just long enough for her to swipe it from his fingers.

Andrew: Hey what the fuck?

Ashley: Gotcha. I fucking told you to put it out.

Andrew: Just give it back.

He shifts all his weight suddenly and reaches out, attempting to grab is from his bratty sisters paws. She went to pull away as she felt his other hand grab her wrist. He puller her back towards him and their hands collided. The cigarette, jostled free from the scuffle, fell onto Ashley's exposed shoulder. The burning sensation, while short lived, was painful enough for her to notice.

Ashley: AH FUCK! FUCKING HELL ANDREW!

Andrew: I'm sorry LeyLey! Are you alright?

She rubbed the spot it singed her, the pain already gone.

Ashley: Yeah, I'm fine...

More than fine, she felt a warmth grow in the bottom of her stomach that grew outwards. She didn't know what to think of the situation, she only hoped Andrew wouldn't notice her sudden shift in demeanor. One look at him revealed he hadn't, or he at least didn't let on that he did.

Andrew: It's whatever, I'll buy more once we have the time.

Ashley: Shit! Look! Is that a rowboat in the sea?

Andrew: I think it is...

Ashley: Little small, don't you think?

Andrew: No, I think it does the job perfectly. Any bigger and it might cause issues.

Ashley: Is that what the hussies tell you?~

Andrew: Fuck you

Ashley: Maybe later, small boy. We got a cop to distract.

Ashley points to the cruiser parked maybe eight spaces down from them. The officer inside was apparently keeping watch on the boardwalk, or at least what could be seem from up here. He didn't seem to pay them any mind when the pulled the car up and parked it. But if they could see the boat, he would soon too.

Ashley: What are we going to do?

Andrew: I don't know... give mena minute to think.

Ashley: Ughhh we don't have a minute. We gotta act now!

Andrew: Don't be a dumbass, we don't want to get in trouble too.

Ashley: OH YES RIGHT THERE!~

Ashley started half moaning half screaming while rocking the crappy car side to side. Andrew panicked as he looked over at the cop cruiser.

Ashley: KEEP GOING YOU DIRTY HUNK!

Andrew: What the fuck are you doing??

Ashley: Getting his attention. The windows are tinted so he can't make heads or tails what we're doing until he's up close. I know, I'm a genius.

Andrew: You're something alright. Fuck, here he comes.

Ashley: Quick, act like you just got drewsed quickly and were having the BEST sex of your life.

Andrew: You wouldn't know what thats like.

Ashley: Neither would you, womanizer.

Andrew: How would you-

Andrew wants to refute her statement but he doesn't get the chance. The rapping on the driver wide window interrupts him, though he wasn't sure he could have commited to the spat. He rolled down the window and labored his breathing, seeing the cop standing there with a hand hovering by his radio.

Police Officer: Good evening. Just checking on you two. Heard some noises and saw the car moving.

Andrew: Haha... sorry about disturbing you officer.

Ashley: Yeah! Real sorry~

Police Officer: Well it isn't illegal to park here during the night but you can't be fooling around here. I get it, young and in love. Look, I'll let you off with a warning but dont let another officer catch you.

Ashley: Certainly! We'll keep clothes on going forward.

Police Officer: Now have a good night love birds.

The cop nods his head as he turns back towards his cruiser. Andrew rolls up the window and watches the cop get in, start the vehicle, and drive off. He reaches up and in all his frustration, refrains from killing his sister, instead opting to pinch the bridge of his nose.

Andrew: This is the second time you've turned me into a young lover to avoid trouble. Why can't you be normal for once?

Ashley: Because if I was normal, you wouldn't like me, Andy~

Andrew: It's Andrew, and yes I would prefer it.

Ashley: Yeah well it worked! Look, no boat in sight. Quick, lets head to the meet up point Andy.

Andrew sighed as he got out of the car and tried to keep up with the excitable broad. They both descended a set of stairs to the lower sectioj of the board walk and found a dilapidated ice cream stand that doesn't appear to have seen business in years. There, hidden in the shadows of the neighboring fries and fish shop, was Rack and a hooded figure. Their back was to you but this must've been the buddy Rack mentioned.

Rack: Oh look, its the Simmons couple. Not followed right?

Andrew: The cop left entirely.

Hooded Figure: Oh good. Then we can commence getting the good inland.

Ashley: Who even are you and what do you have there?

Ashley motioned to the two shoebox sized boxes on the ground by the figure. The hooded figure chuckled and turned to face the siblings. Underneath the hood as a mans voice, but hiding the source of the voice was a japanese lucky cat mask.

Rack: This is Neko. He's our in man.

Neko: Nice to meet you. Rack was telling me about you two. Upstarts in the business?

Andrew: Oh no we just needed-

Ashley: Wait business? You do crime regularly?

Neko: Yes my dear, we do.

Rack: Money's great when a job rolls in. Beats tattooing all day. This way I get to party and bang bitches all night then sleep in till 3pm.

Neko: I'll be seeing you again, yes?

The slightly foreign accent on Nelo's voice made them think he wasn't from around here. Obviously the real deal. Andrew grabbed Ashley and spun her, lowering his voice to a whisper.

Andrew: We can't get involved with this! We're already on the run and dealing with shit.

Ashley: You're so dense Andy. This is the organized stuff. We'd get good money! Wouldn't have to work hard. Rack's shop is open like five hours a night. Imagine what we'd do with that kind of freedom.

Andrew: Ashley I-

Ashley: LeyLey. Let's just imagine this is a new adventure! After all, it feels like one.

Andrew: Ughhh this is such a bad idea. But we need the cash don't we.

Ashley: Yes we do my dear brother.

So they turned back with smiles on their faces.

Andrew: I hope so. And I hope we can do more work.

Ashley: You can count on us Simmons!



Chapter 4: Andy and LeyLey and the Not So Final Fight
Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
It had been two weeks since that night on the boardwalk. In that time, Andrew has done a lot of worrying. Except this time its been done in the relative comfort of a decent hotel.

After swearing themselves to the mysterious masked man, Neko, they were put up in a nice hotel by him. The condition of their stay was simple: Free stay until I come back with your documentation. Then the discussions begin.

This is the part that gets Andrew the most. Despite swearing they'd work loyally, they will have to prove themselves first by completing their own job. When Neko returns with the documents, they'll most likely get that job. It's bail or bust at that point, and Andrew is torn on whether its best to Bail and protect Ashley himself or to bust and risk her getting caught up in something worse.

Ashley: Hey, pissbrain, you're staring again. If you keep staring at the TV you'll go blind.

Andrew: Huh wha- No I fucking won't. Who told you that?

Ashley: Dad. When he actually spoke that is.

Andrew: Not surprising. The man had a fear of everything, including Mom.

Ashley: Yeah well it doesn't matter. You should stop staring into the TV like that... it's scaring me.

Andrew: You make pacts with demons and my staring off into space is what scares you?

Ashley: Well fuck I guess I won't worry about you.

Andrew: No Ashley I didn't mean that.

Ashley: You just seem so distant nowadays. What happened Andy? You don't even come to me with nightmares but you definitely don't seem any better.

Andrew: I'm just lost in thought. A whole fucking lot of it.

Ashley: You're thinking about the vision aren't you?

Andrew: Maybe I am, because unlike-

Andrew jumps as their evening spat is interrupted by knocking at the door. Ashley reaches under her pillow, retrieving the gun and slowly approaches the door. Onto her tiptoes she goes, unnecessarily, to look through the peephole. The tension in her shoulders is dispelled as she settled on the heels of her feet before going to undo the lock. Before Andrew can even ask who it is, she's swung the door open and put on her "social smile" as Neko walks in, wearing a particularly flashy red and gold hoodie.

Neko: So you're still alive? That's good, my work isn't wasted.

Andrew: And why wouldn't we be?

Neko: Have you looked in a mirror?

Ashley: No, he hasn't, his own expression scares him.

Andrew: Shut the hell up.

Ashley: Make me, big bro~

Andrew: Ugh... Neko, I take it you've got everything for us?

The odd one out in his masked glory slaps two manilla folders down on the kitchenette counter.

Neko: You've got it all. Birth certificates, government identification of all kinds, a driver license for Andrew, fake parents and their death certificates.

Ashley: Fake parents?

Andrew: You'd be surprised at how often you might need to look back on their information.

Neko: Exactly. And for you Andrew, a job. It's nothing special but it's something and you'll need some work experience to start up.

Andrew: What did you set up with? You don't know what I'm good at.

Neko: That's why you'll work inba dinky antique shop over in Illsburrow. You said you were aiming to move there, so I figured I'd pull some strings.

Andrew was taken aback for a moment. Just what kind of strings does someone pull to get something from a small town like Illsburrow. Ashley, however, was in full stride to throw her arms around Andrew. She squeezed him tightly.

Ashley: We're in the clear Andy! RIGHT?

Andrew: Y-yes Ashley. We're finally in the clear, for the most part. Obviously our past isn't gone but we can at least do something more than struggle.

Neko: Speaking of that...

Ashley: Do you have a job for us?

Neko: Love the enthusiasm! Yes, I do. It's simple but trust is big here. Betray me and I will find you.

Andrew: Okay... so what is it?

Neko: I've got a buyer for the product I rowed in a few weeks ago. We've arranged a dead drop nearby where they've already deposited the money. You'll walk down to the bus station, open locker 12-B, take the cash and leave the product. Then you'll switch out the locks and bring the old one back here with the cash.

Andrew: Oh that sounds...

Ashley: Boring! Couldn't get something a little more exciting?

Neko: Okay, less enthusiasm.

Andrew: I was going to say easy. We can have that done tomo-

Neko: Get to it tonight. Now preferably. I'll wait here.

Understanding when he shouldn't talk back, Andrew nodded and covered Ashley's mouth before she could snap back. Bad with authority this one. Gathering everything they need they head out. Andrew held the cleaver in hand, his weapon of choice. The weight of it was familiar in his hand and despite Neko assuring he wouldn't need it, he always carried it out. Ashley was the same. That gun was their lifeline when running from the apartments and she wasn't going to give up on it now.

They walked through the evening air with a pair of gloves, the bag of product, and the new lock. Eventually, they would lock eyes with the bus station with its open doorway entrance to the locker room. As they approached, Andrew got Ashley's attention.

Andrew: Stay here and keep an eye out for anyone coming in.

Ashley: I don't want to stand out here like some creep.

Andrew: You are a creep. But that's not the point. There's no door so if someone walks by they'll see us, dumbass.

Ashley: Fiiine!

Agreeing to listen, she turns her back to the street while Andrew makes his way inside. Locating locker 12-B, he sees the crimson lock and dons the gloves. It's easy work, he was familiar with how these worked from highschool. 8-13-2. And just like that, it was open. Inside the locker, as expected but still met with some amazement, was the nondescript black bag of cold cash. Andrew grabbed it with one hand and went to make the swap. The job was nearly complete, however, the cold feeling of metal suddenly pressed to his head was making that as challenge. With a mechanical, yet ominous, click he knew what was happening.

Thug: Make a sound and I'll shoot. Now you're gonna give me both of the bags, boy.

Andrew: W-Wha-

Thug: Uhp. No words. My client wants this done real easy. He wants ya to go back and deliver a message. "I don't appreciate being overcharged" he wants ya to tell ya boss.

A million thoughts were flashing in Andrews mind as he tried to think of a way out of this. Yet, despite all the thinking, his body moved on its own. He slowly turned to face his assailant, raising a bag as he does. There behind him in the dirty locker area was a dark skinned man with a shaved head wearing shades and a white suit. The gun, now pointed at his forehead, remained steady and was pressed in with more pressure.

Andrew feared that he'd be killed here as he watched in slow motion while his hand went to meet the Thugs, bag ready to transfer. Their fingers were just about to touch when he heard the bang of a gunshot. Andrew couldn't even bear to flinch as he saw the blood splatter on the white sleeve. He looked up in horror as the thug had a hole now where his left eye used to be. A familiar voice called out behind him as the thug slumped to the floor dead.

Ashley: Andy! Oh my fucking god Andy are you okay?

Andrew: I- I don't know.

Ashley: What fucking happened? Who was that?

Andrew: Some guy hired by the buyer to get both his cash and the stuff.

Ashley: I swear I had eagle eyes on the place.

Andrew: I believe you... He must've been hiding out in here.

She throws herself onto him, forcing him to return her embrace. Her tearful eyes betrayed how worried she had been as he strokes her soft hair. Oh how he loves having her around.

Andrew: Let's head back and tell Neko the deals off. His client tried to cross him.

Ashley: But we won't get paid! We need that fucking money.

Andrew: I think he'll prefer getting both bags like the client did.

Ashley: Ughhhh fucking fine. Maybe I should've let you die.

Andrew pats the top of her head, savoring the moment before it ends.

Andrew: Maybe you should have.

Together they return to the hotel where their boss wait for then to return, though if they could see his face then they'd surely see every question he now has.

Neko: You've got 2 bags now! Curious...

Andrew: We've got good reason.

Ashley: I shot a guy who put a gun to his head!

Andrew: Yeah, that.

Ashley: Shouldn't have messed with us.

Andrew: He said that his client didn't like being overcharged.

Neko: I see. Good thing you're quick on your feet huh?

Ashley: I'm the best around.

Neko: Well here's a tip, in the future you should bring proof because you won't always have a blood splatter on your face.

Andrew reaches up, feeling the cold wetness on his face before he bringe the fingers down to see his "proof". Ashley bursts into laughter before she fake pouts.

Ashley: Well why'd you go tell him?

Neko: I thought he already knew.

Andrew: You knew Ashley? You let me walk through the lobby looking like this? What the actual fuck!

Ashley: Oh hush, no one was even in the lobby, dear Andy. You weren't seen.

Andrew: That's not the point, it's the principle of it.

Neko: Look, loving the sibling rivalry, but I've got places to be so lets talk payment.

Ashley: Pay? We failed the job.

Neko: No, you ratted out a bad buyer, secured both my product and the cash I would've gained, and lived to tell the tale. I'd like to reward you accordingly and get out of here.

Andrew: So how much?

Neko opens the bag with the cash, and dumps it out on the counter. He look over it for a few moments before tucking the bag under his arm and saluting.

Neko: All two thousand is yours. I don't know when your next job will be, so consider it a gift for returning my product. And don't expect the next job to pay so well, either.

Ashley: Holy fucking shit what? Two thousand? In cash?

Andrew, stunned for words, looks at his sister who returns the look. Their excited underplayed by the shock.

Neko: Now, if you'll excuse me. Don't go spending it all in one place! No really, it's suspicious as all hell.

He makes his way out of the hotel room. Leaving the siblings to count out and deal a thousand to each other. Tired, much richer, and brimming with confidence, the siblings rest their dreary and weary eyes.

It's a long night. Tormented by his subconscious, Andrew tosses and turns as his nightmares only get worse. He sees the apartment, with its barren lack of food. On the couch, the limp body of Ashley, starved to death. Then the scene shifts to that of room 302 where he watches the life leave his sisters eyes as he chokes her to death. Except this time he's horrified with himself but he can't stop. He tries to scream but that only changes the scene again. Now he's standing outside the bus stations locker area, looking in as Ashley is held at gunpoint. His scream releases and the Thug says something before he pulls the trigger, splattering Ashley's brain against the locker.

Andrew awakens in a cold sweat, gasping for breath. He takes a second to place himself, figuring he's in the hotel room and all is well. At least he hopes. Looking over, he sees the other bed filled with the thin frame of Ashley and his heart feels elated. He throws his legs out of the bed and starts to make his way over, intent on sleeping with her to calm his mind. The same mind that chooses to torture him even now. Memories of the vision come back to him again and he stops short of her bed, suddenly not so keen to be in the same bed as her.

Andrew: No, I can't. It's wrong. I can't let that vision come to be...

He talks to himself, dissuading himself and turning heel to return to his own bed. The nightmares might return but at least he won't-

Ashley: N-No! ANDY! NO!

Did she just talk in her sleep? Andrew turns again to see Ashley faintly reaching out, her face betraying her slumbering state in spite of her actions.

Ashley: You can't die Andy... please...

She continues to grasp at air as she mumbles a dark fiction. Must be having a nightmare too. Andrew looks on in sorrow, knowing how miserable she must be. She's not waking either, which means no escaping it. That's when his better judgement is lost and he goes to her, sliding under the covers to hold her. In her slumber she makes way for him instinctual, resting her head on his chest. Once he settles, so does she and Andrew feels good about what he did.

After all, nothing would happen while they slept. So he chose to attempt to sleep himself, here in the bed of his sister. Where her soft, smaller frame weighed gently on him. Where her heat radiated comfortably. Where he was enveloped in her scent...

Eventually Andrew wakes up, alone in Ashley's bed. This sends him into a jolt as he panics, worried that maybe the nightmares came real. During his panic attack, his quick breaths catch note of a new smell in the room. Bacon. He looks over to the kitchenette to see Ashley cooking bacon and eggs in what appears to be a brand new pan, the floor at her feet covered in shopping bags.

Ashley: Good morning~

Andrew: Mornin... You went shopping?

Ashley: Oh yeah. Figured we'd eat actual meals now instead of that crappy fast food.

Andrew: Did you take the car? I thought you couldnt-

Ashley: No I walked. But I wanted to surprise you with this!

She presents him with a plate of bacon and eggs, all slightly overcooked.

Ashley: My magnus opus! Don't get too obsessed, or do~

Andrew took the plate as Ashley sat at the edge of the bed, watching him eat. When he finishes, he decides to probe the topic freshest on his mind.

Andrew: You had a nightmare last night? What happened?

Ashley: Oh, those? Nothing! Nothing really.

Andrew: Bullshit. Nothing sure sounded a lot like "Andy, Andy!" And I could've sworn there were tears.

Ashley: They're nowhere near as bad as yours so they don't matter, asshole.

Andrew: What happened to you? Where'd all that bullying and snide comments go? All I get is an "asshole"?

Ashley: Well after the vision-

Andrew: God fucking damnit Ashley what is it with you and that vision? How does it not fucking bother you.

Ashley: I don't know. Maybe it's because there's no one I would rather do that with? Maybe it's the fact that I never want to lose you and need you around. Maybe it's all the love I have for you, Andrew.

Andrew: Ashley, let's not...

Ashley: And yet it doesn't matter how much you say you choose me or what we do. You always seem to have your heart set on those other floozies!

Andrew: It's not like that, Leyley-

Ashley: WHAT DO THEY HAVE THAT I DONT?

Andrew: NOTHING, ASHLEY! THATS THE PROBLEM. THEY DON'T SMILE LIKE YOU, THEY DON'T LAUGH LIKE YOU DO, THEY DONT DRESS LIKE YOU DO. MY GOD THEY DON'T SMELL LIKE YOU.

Ashley: Wha-

Andrew: It's just that none of that's normal. None of it.

Ashley: We-Well we aren't normal. So what does it fucking matter?

Andrew: I want to be normal. Andrew wants to be normal. Andrew wants to not have to kill and eat people to survive. Andrew wan-

Ashley: Ashley wants Andrew to be happy...

Andrew: Ashley I-

Ashley cuts him off by standing from the bed to the table, slamming her hand onto it. That must've stung...

Ashley: We aren't fucking normal. And normal doesn't want us. Our parents, the police, the water company, news networks, none of them want us!

The tears start to form in the corners of her eyes, encouraging Andrew to get out of the bed fully.

Andrew: Society is fucked, you know that.

Ashley: If being normal means being like Mom, means being another ugly face, means not being WITH you, then I don't want normal. I want Andrew and Ashley!

She almost screams that last part but her voice is starting to crack, preventing her from doing so. At this point, Andrew has approached her, where they stand in silence. The fight has seemed to run it's course with Ashley sobbing to herself and Andrew staring into space. Moments hang in the air and feel like hours on the minds of the siblings before one acts.

Ashley turns, heading towards the door. In that moment, Andrew clicks to reality. His very nightmares, manifested in front of him, cause him to reach out and grab hold of her wrist. He won't lose her...

Andrew: You aren't ugly...

Ashley: I don't want to hear the sweet talk. I'm going to the car...

Andrew tugs her closer to him, an action that elicits a startled response from Ashley who turns to look at her brother. The face of the man standing there was devoid of emotion, the eyes were both pleading and housing a sinister tone. He pulls her closer now, nearly pressing their bodies together and placing a hand on her waist. When he releases her wrist, she's stunned and incapable of moving in the face of what her brother has become.

His hand comes up slowly, and traces a heart on her cheek, the gesture bringing red to Ashley's cheeks and a warmth inside.

Ashley: A-Andy?

Andrew: You want me to be happy?

Ashley: Yes. More than anyone else.

A sudden pain causes her to yelp, his hands pulling at her ponytail. He leans in, and whispers into her ear...

Andrew: Then indulge me...

Ashley stood, stunned for what felt like the better part of a year, before she noticed her heartbeat. Pounding in her chest like never before, it threatened to escape if she didn't do something. And from the look in Andrew's eyes, she had an idea what that something was. Still, she couldn't let herself be taken over this easy.

Ashley: W-What ever could you mean, Andy?

Andrew: If I need to tell you, I don't think I'll be as nice...

Ashley: Oh but there's so much to do Andy.~ I could juggle, I could make lunch, I could even get a drivers li-

She was stopped by a forceful hand slapping her on the ass. She gasped, the pain quickly turning to pleasure, and bit her lip. The warmth in her cheeks and the weight in her chest betrayed the feeling washing over her. Deep breaths replaced calm collected breathing as she looked at the man in front of her. No longer just her brother but a predator. 

Ashley: A-A-Andrew?

Andrew: Now... what happened to "Andy"? I won't bite if you say it. Well, not hard.

Ashley: A-Andy...

Ashley fell into him, her legs like jelly under her body. As she clutched his shirt, the very one he slept in and imbued with his essence, she fought a million thoughts. Who is he? Oh god is this really happening? Is he pranking me? Could he really want that? Finally, one thought settled. What if I disappoint him?

Ashley: I've never done anything like this before...

Andrew: I know. I think I'd have had to kill the man if you did.

She gulped, and did the only thing she could think of. It's not like she was a clueless virgin with no idea how this worked. But her racing heart and cloudy mind could only manage the one thing. Her knees connected with the floor as she dropped, letting go of his shirt and letting her hands fall to his crotch. She took a deep breath before making quick work of his pants. The worn out pair of jeans needed replacing, especially since he literally slept in them and wore them everywhere, but they hadn't done any real clothes shopping yet. Though, this meant she was more than familiar with their feeling and she savored the comfort of familiarity as she pulled them down. Once down, she was face to face with his boxers, plain and gray, as well as the noticable bulge of his excitement. 

Andrew: Be gentle now.If you're too rough then I won't play with you again.

Ashley: Shut up... 

Andrew moved his hands to play with her hair. How he loved the full and soft waves that adorned her. They'll look so good once he's done with her...

Ashley knew this was it. Once she pulled down his underwear, she'd cross the line. Looking up at Andrew, no, looking up at Andy revealed a hungry look that betrayed a longing love. She steeled herself and did it, ripping them down as his erection bounced back up. There she kneeled, face level with his sizeable cock. She brought her hand up to it, touching it gingerly, before a smile crept across her face. She'd done it, she though, she finally had him in her hands. 

Andrew: Now suck it.

Ashley: Damn, can't a girl enjoy the view?

Andrew: You could or I could enjoy forcing myself down your throat and the tears that will come. Pick your treat.

Ashley: You wouldn't...

She let the words fall out of her mouth before she could think it through. How she loved to bite back, even here as vulnerable as she could've been. But it didn't occur to her that he meant it, at least not until she felt both his hands grip the back of her head and force her mouth forward before she could finish her bratty reply. The sudden fullness of her mouth and how he reached the back of her throat made her gag. But the taste, it was nothing she could've imagine. 

Andrew: You're cute sometimes... Now is one of those times.

As her breath ran out he pulled out, leaving just the tip on her tongue. An invitation for her to finish what he started. And with a heat in her loins that she knew she would never be able to satiate with him, she took him in again. On they went, Andrew cooing half-joking praise and Ashley savoring his cock like the finest piece of meat she's ever had. All fun comes to an end and as Ashley heard Andrews moans become heavier, she picked up her pace. She may be inexperienced but she knows that means he's close to finishing and she had to know what he tasted like.

Andrew: LeyLey... I'm getting close... F-Fuck...

He groaned as his load shot into her mouth and slid its way to fall down her throat. As ready as she could muster, she definitely wasn't ready for this taste. It made her want to gag, but she pushed forward. For Andy, she though, letting the alabaster fill her cheeks. When he finished, he cupped her cheek as she swallowed and presented her barren tongue.

Andrew: Good girl...

Ashley: Thank you... So, are you going to take care of the mess you made?

Andrew: What mess? Seems like you took care of it all.

Ashley: Don't be selfish Andy.

Ashley bolted up, planting a quick kiss on his stomach as she went, and looked up at him from her height disadvantage. She grabbed his hand and pushed it between her clothed legs, though the shorts did nothing to hide her wet spot that had formed. He reactively pressed a finger inwards, causing Ashley to moan and watch Andrew have his turn get flustered.

Andrew: I suppose I could take care of this.

And so he lifted her, plopping her on her back on the closest bed. Getting down, he pulld her shorts and black panties down in one fell swoop, admiring every inch of skin he unbared. Ashley was shocked. He moved with no hesitation unlike her. Admittingly, he's been around the block before, but never with her. It didn't seem to phase her, and that's when it clicked. The looks from before, the raspiness of his voice. He doesn't see Ashley or LeyLey, despite what he says, no he sees a woman. A woman who is bared out before his ravenous mouth and one who won't be happy till he's had his fill. And the though of it only made her shiver.

Andrew: Excited? Let me make you forget all those little feelings...

And so he did, lapping at her swollen clit with his tongue. The moans she released were loud and only inspired his work further. Words failed to find their way to Ashleys mouth, and it didn't take much for her to start to feel that growing urge in her body as she knew her time to come was approaching. She reached down and gripped Andrew's hair, pulling him in and she bucked up to meet his mouth, shuddering against his face. Minutes passed as she shook, and her cunt was left pulsing as he finally pulled back, licking his lips and smiling.

Andrew: God that was fast. Didn't know I was that good. One things for sure though, you taste even better than you look~

Ashley: O-Oh shut up. Fuck you A-Andy...

Andrew: Hmmm Maybe another time. Come here...

Though he made word for he to descend to his level, he rose instead to meet her. There, she expected him to chide her for coming so fast but instead he leaned in and kissed her. The tastes of Andrew and her own juices were almost, intoxicating. Was this what breaking taboos was like, she thought to herself. If so, she was glad not to be normal.



Chapter 5: Andy and LeyLey and the House Hunting Head Hunters
Chapter Text
A busy couple months. The seasons changed but things did not for Andrew and Ashley. Despite their illicit activities the morning after officially being welcomed under Neko's group, they haven't done such things since. They were closer, and shared the same bed on purpose, but neither made a move. They had been kept busy with Andrews job and the jobs from Neko.

Rack had made it seem like work was far between but it seemed that since they showed their capacity to kill, Neko had more jobs for them. All of them paid really well. Which leads them to the newspapers, where they look at house listings in the classifieds.

Andrew: How about that one? Another week and one more hit job and we'll have that cash.

Ashley: Oh yeah I'm sure you'd love a covered porch like that, wouldn't you. No way. The color is horrible.

Andrew: Ashley you can't judge every place on the color.

Ashley: If they didn't suck ass, I wouldn't hate them!

Andrew: Ugh. Look, I don't think we can be beggars anymore. This will be the fifth place we go to the showing for, place an offer IN FULL, and get turned down.

Ashley: Andy... why can't we wait for the right one?

Andrew: Because we've saved a ton, waited long enough, and need out of this hotel room.

Ashley gets up from the table, tired of the task of house hunting and throws herself on their shared bed, smothering herself with Andrew's pillow. Andrew continued looking at the classifieds, writing down phone numbers as he went, before he whistled.

Andrew: Hey Ashley, come here and check this out!

Ashley: No, tell me from there.

Andrew: Lazy bi-

Ashley: I'll bite you again

Andrew: And I'll get hard again. Your threats suck.

Ashley: But I suck better~

Andrew: Oh shut it... But listen to this. "Nice home by the bay, pre-furbished and cheap. Previous owners went missing, rumors leave price low."

Ashley: Is that...

Andrew: It's our parents old place. It's that fucking house. They must've finished the investigation and put it on the market again.

Ashley: It sounds like the gossip got to it. How low are we talking?

Andrew: Holy shit... as much as the others. How much money did those two fucks get off of our deaths?

Ashley: Good riddance to them. But looks like a good deal. I don't know Andy, they say the culprits return to the scene of the crime~

Andrew: Are you saying we should go for it? The house we killed our parents and ate them in?

Ashley: Can I be any more obvious? Do I need to write it on my arms and legs?

Andrew: Only if I get to wash it off.

Ashley bit her lip as she watched Andrew's expression go from thoughtfulness to aggressive. The smirk on his lips was dangerous. She'd seen it a few times when they'd banter, ever since they crossed the line. But she always steered away from it. Part of her was scared. Scared to fully give herself, scared of not having anything left for him to take. Andrew changed that day. Whether it was her words or the stress, something cause him to break and now he's... different.

Ashley: Let's give them a call. The sooner the better!

Andrew: Yeah? Do you want me to do that too?

Ashley: No, I can do it. Don't count me out.

Andrew: Phone's over there, numbers right here, I'm going out for a smoke.

Ashley: Don't die!

Andrew: I won't!

And so Andrew closed the hotel room door, the click almost deafening. Ashley held a hand over her breast, feeling the pulsing beat of her heart. He's different, but something in her loves it. She gets excited every time he looks at her. Her taunts mean less to him, that she could tell, but he plays along all the same. Except now he does it almost... like a lion playing with its food.

The thought made her swallow hard as she got off the bed and made the phone call. With the phone to her ear, she steeled herself of her nerves as the ringer went three times before she heard the click of an answer and a voice.

Stranger: Hello?

Ashley: Ah, hello. I'm calling about the house on Brooks Dr.

Stranger: Wait really? Have you not heard the stories?

Ashley: Uhh, no?

Stranger: They say the house is cursed! A couple in their middle ages moved in there after their children died in a massive fire. And not but a few days later, they go missing. The police can't find heads or tails of them!

Ashley: That's terrible! Can we see the place?

Stranger: Uh, Oh well yes. I'm free tomorrow evening to show it to you. Around 5ish. Just so you know there's a viewing fee and the down pay-

Ashley: We have everything in full, in cash. I hope that isn't too inconvenient.

Stranger: Fuck no! That's the best I've heard on it since I got it! See you tomorrow, have a wonderful sleep Miss...

Ashley: Mrs. Simmons, thank you. Goodnight.

The call is hung and Ashley drops the smile she had on for the tone of her voice to mimic. Holy shit, their actions have messed that place up. Go figure. Anyway, time to tell Andrew the good news when he gets back in.

He didn't. Ashley waited, and waited, and cooked dinner, and waited, and ate it cold, and waited. Eventually her worry exceeded her laziness and she got up, grabbed her gun, and went to storm out looking for him. Her hands touched the handle as it moved on its own, the door swinging open casually. In walked Andrew, a heavy coat that definitely did not belong to him covering his normal clothes. The smell of fresh blood was strong.

Ashley: Andrew what the fuck? Where were you? What's with the blood?

Andrew: Great news. We have enough for the house.

Ashley: Again, what the fuck!?

Andrew: Alright, let me go take a shower and we'll talk. Care to join me?

Ashley: Well...

Andrew: Come on, I insist.

Ashley: F-Fine...

It was that damned smile of his. She followed him into the small bathroom where he ran the water, stripped, and got in. She followed suite and before long, she stood barely getting wet as Andrew's slightly larger frame took the water. He needed it, washing off the musk, unfortunately, and the blood. It's in here that he recalls the tale of going out for a smoke. While outside, he ran into Neko who was on his way to give us an easy job, just a town over. Sad guy owed money and needed convincing. Easy work, only needed Andrew. So he hopped into the car and found the guy at a bar. He followed him outside where he jumped the guy, beating him bloody, and leaving Nekos note. He took the guys coat to avoid suspicion but Neko paid him a happy 800 sum.

Andrew: So now we have 360 over our estimate. I say we get breakfast tomorrow to celebrate.

Ashley: Well, I have news for you.

Andrew, having finished washing up, leaned his bare body forward and towered closely to Ashley. She could feel his warmth as he attempted to fuck with her. Damnit if she'll let him.

Ashley: We're going to see the house tomorrow at 5. And we will probably get it. The person on the phone sounded so fucking stoked to hear that.

Andrew: Good work. You'll make a great negotiator one day.

Ashley: Oh haha cock n balls, now get out I'm pruning up.

Andrew took the hint and they both got out. Their evening ended with a quick meal and a healthy slumber. Their morning, celebratory with a visit to the local WHOB, or Worldwide Home of Breakfast. The fun began at 5 and they both knew it, idling their time and engaging in only idle chit chat. But when the time arrived and they pulled up to the oh so familiar property, they found a man in his late 20s waiting for them. They got out of the and approached, Andrew reaching out to shake his hand.

Andrew: Mr. Simmons. And this is my wife Mrs. Simmons.

My wife. The words made her tingle.

Jacob: Name's Jacob. Come on in, there is plenty to see.

Andrew: So my wife told me about the stories. Are they true?

There he goes again. Why does it matter what he calls her?

Jacob: Probably not, but that doesn't stop it from repelling offers. You're the first ones willing to hear it out and honestly I'm more than happy to offer it.

Ashley: We brought the cash as well.

Jacob: Like, bills? Real cash, in full?

Andrew: Hope it doesn't bother. We can count it here with you, it's just we prefer to make big purchases the old fashion way.

Jacob: I see... I guess if it means I'm free of this hell house. Anyway, this is the entryway...

They already know the place. It looks no different than the day they left it, minus some markings where police conducted their investigation. Only difference is the upstairs bathroom being demo'd and finished.

Jacob: This used to be a bathroom but now it's kind of an office space. Could be a bedroom if you really wanted I guess but it's real small. Really a whatever you want room.

Andrew: Hey, it's perfect for your events!

Ashley: I suppose it could be, huh.

Jacob: On to the kitchen.

Things went on normally, eventually returning them to the kitchen where they sat around the table counting cash, singing papers, and discussing formalities.

Jacob: So we will be signing the deed over to you, in full, and I will be writing an official statement to the bank with copies of our transaction and paperwork.

He smacked the last stack of bills on the table, setting them aside.

Jacob: And that's the last of it. You two weren't kidding, it's all there. Can I keep the bag...?

Andrew: Oh yeah go ahead. Its brand new.

Ashley: So, just like that. Nothing fishy?

Jacob: I mean, fuck, you guys paid in full. Not many people do nowadays. Nothing more to really do than transfer ownership and take the money!

Ashley: I suppose...

Jacob: Well, here's the key. I'll be going, you two lovely people enjoy!

Andrew: Thanks a ton!

Ashley: Thank you!

Jacob left, and when they heard the front door close and his car pull off, they started laughing. They laughed and laughed for a minute or two before they stopped.

Ashley: Holy crap how ironic is this?

Andrew: I know. Parents pay a ton using money from OUR deaths...

Ashley: And we kill them so the price goes down!

Andrew: You know, a garden is a pretty neat idea.

Ashley: And I did think Dad had good interior design...

Andrew: But the beds gotta go.

Ashley: Agreed.

They brought the mattress out to the trash and drove back to the hotel, intent on moving their limited belongings tomorrow.

And a few days pass gloriously. With little to move and the house still furnished for fear of the rumors, it's far too familiar and far too cozy. It's perfect. Except nothing is ever perfect....

Ashley: OH FUCK NO! ANDY!

Ashley screamed from the window for her brother to come. Her ran like she was a pregnant woman going into labor, dish towel on his shoulder.

Andrew: What's going on, are you okay?

Ashley: No I'm not okay. Guess who I just saw go into the house cross the street.

Andrew: Wha-

Ashley: Julia! And some other bitch that looks just like the little floozy.

Andrew: Huh. Must have moved recently...

Ashley: Yeah... must have. You didn't plan this, did you?

Andrew: No! Don't start that shit with me Ashley.

Ashley: Seems almost too perfect if you ask me.

Andrew: Well I'm not asking you. I'm telling you. Drop it.

Ashley: Very defensive for a guy whose over his ex and chose ME. I thought you loved me...

Andrew: For fucks sake... what do I have to do for you to shut yo and be happy?

Ashley ends her pouting as Andrew scowls at her. That's a face she missed.

Ashley: Lets invite them for dinner.

Andrew: I'm sorry?

Ashley: I used up the last charge of the trinket like a month ago. And besides, Andy~

She put on her amazing womanly charm, sauntering over to Andrew and placed a hand on his chest. She knew that she could get her way here if she played it up. As long as she didn't push it too fa-

Andrew: Besides what?

Andrew squinted his eyes, challenging her. There it went, her control. And yet she couldn't be upset, not in her heart. But she wouldn't, no, she couldn't back down now. So she bat her eyes and whispered up to him.

Ashley: Besides... if you do this for me... I'll let you go all the way~

Andrew: You ready to summon a demon?

Ashley: You'd do something so Crazy for me?

Andrew: For my Ashley, anything.

The tension between the two reached a breaking point and Andrew pulled her into a kiss. They had shared a few quick kisses or pecks since, when they felt especially caring, but nothing this deep. This was passion, and it seemed that Ashley's offer woke up something in Andrew. But she didn't care. As long as that dumb bitch Julia was taken care of, she'd give all of herself to Andrew. As long as he wasn't going for anyone else...

Andrew: How about you go leave them a nice note inviting them over. If they find out its us then the neighborhood will be up in rumors that we DONT want. I'll get dinner started...

Ashley: Hey, use the good meat.

Andrew: You're sick. I love it~

So they split, Ashley writing up a note to anonymously invite Julia and her apparent sister over for dinner under the Simmons name. Andrew went to cook her special, soup. It's all he really knew how to as Ashley had been the cook between them. Once their tasks were completed, it was only a matter of waiting...

For the doorbell to ring. And so it does, and the siblings smile in anticipation. Andrew goes to set the table as Ashley answers the door. When it opens, Julia looks in shock.

Ashley: Julia! Hello! I'm so glad you and your... sister could make it!

Julia: Uh H-Hey, Ashley, long time no see!

Sister: Is this that As-

Julia: Yes, it is! And our new neighbor apparently!

Ashley: Well come on in, we just moved in and wanted to have you over once we saw you lived by!

Sister: We moved here last week. Heard that the previous couple went missing.

Julia: I believe it was your parents. Are you okay? Where's Andrew.

Ashley leads them through the house, Julia and sister hesitant as a lamb would be entering a wolfs den. Entering the kitchen as his name is said, Andrew greets the trio.

Andrew: Hey Julia. You're doing well.

Julia: Wait... where is Mr. and Mrs. Simmons?

Ashley: Right here~

Ashley walks over to Andrew, grabs onto his arm while putting one foot in the air behind her as she kisses him, on the lips, with the most exaggerated passion.

Andrew: I've just finished, please have a seat.

Julia: I... I'm not hungry. But it was nice meeting you. Come on Brianna, let's head home.

Ashley, not a fan of unruly guests, pulls her gun from her ass.

Ashley: Not so fucking fast.

Julia: Hey, hold on. Please don't shoot.

Brianna: WHAT THE FUCK?

Ashley: You'll sit down and eat the wonderful meal my husband has made for us.

Oh that felt good to say. My husband? Mine for sure, she thought. Julia and Brianna, pale as ghosts, sat and took a bite of the soup. Ashley smiled at Andrew who joined them in the meal. It was a quiet dinner, no talk was had. At the end, Ashley picked up the gun once more.

Ashley: Alright, to the basement with you two.

Julia: Wait Ashley what is this about. Is this about dating Andrew? I already broke up with him, we both moved on.

Andrew: It's about more than that. You see, we can't have you talking about us.

Ashley: So we'll take care of you.

Brianna: The cops will find us eventually!

Julia: Bri! She has a gun!

Brianna: I don't care. I won't let some brother fucking slut torture my sister and then do this to her!

Andrew slammed his cleaver into the kitchen table. Ashley jumped, as did Julia.

Andrew: Watch your mo-

Ashley: It's okay Andy~

Andrew stood down as he watched his obsession press her gun to the head of the older sister and turn the safety off. Leaning in real close, she smiled a sickly grin. Andrew was almost aroused.

Ashley: I haven't fucked him... yet. But even if I did, I'd be a better fuck than your loose holed sister. Now, get walking. Andy, get the rope! We're doing this again...



Chapter 6: Andy and LeyLey and the Slaughter of the Lamb
Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Ashley: We're doing this again.

Andrew: In the basement too?

Ashley: Might as well!

Ashley marched their prisoners down the stairs into the basement where they one sacrificed their parents. It's almost fitting, closing out that chapter of their lives by sacrificing Julia here. Though she would have liked it if Andrew resisted a bit more. The ease with which he's gone along with this hasn't been satisfying. She needed something more, something that will truly make this... perfect.

Ashley: Andy, be a dear and get them tied up to the post. I will be right back~

Andrew: Should I start setting up then?

Ashley: Not yet, we aren't ready yet~

Andrew: Suit yourself.

And so Ashley smiled as he shrugged, her plan to truly break that stoic beast and fulfill her dreams. She went up the stairs two steps at a time and head straight for the bedroom. Gathering the pillows and hunting around to see if the police had left behind what she was looking for, she took quite a while.

Julia: So... Andrew...

Andrew: Yes, Julia?

Julia: This isn't a nightmare is it...

Andrew: Afraid not. Sorry.

Brianna: Are you, Bastard?

Andrew: Yes, Yes I am. I never wanted it to come to this.

Andrew finishes the knots on their ropes, securing them to the wooden beam in the middle of the room. From there he stood, pacing around to face them. He saw in Julia's eyes a fear he had never seen. Unlike that of his parents when they realized what was happening, this one was equally sad.

Julia: Then why? Was I that horrible?

Andrew: No, God no, I loved you. Don't tell Ashley but I would have gone back to you if we got out of quarantine.

Julia: Then why not come back to me now? I still love you Andrew, it's just her I can't handle...

Brianna: Yeah, you're bigger than her, just take the gun. Be the better man.

Andrew dropped his head at this point. The situation all too familiar. People bargaining for their lives and trying to use his morals against him. Little did he know, just like last time Ashley was eavesdropping again. Not that it would matter...

Andrew: Things have changed, Jules. I have a new woman I call mine. You're just going to ruin things for me.

Julia: W-what? Don't tell me you actually fuck her! T-T-That's sick...

Brianna: Yeah, fucking sicko. You never were good enough for my sister.

In a moment, Andrew brought the cleaver down on her hand. Brianna screamed in horrid pain as blood gushed from the wound.

Andrew: I'm done with this talk. Unless there's something else you'd like to say Julia, I think it best if you stay quiet.

Julia: Y-Yeah...

Andrew: Hm?

Julia: If I let you finish in me would you spare us?

Andrew stopped pacing. He could feel the blood rush to his crotch as a smile snuck its way onto his face. They'd always used condoms when they were together. He asked her once if they could go without and that idea was shot down immediately. Maybe that's why he's so anxious to get to that point with Ashley, he knew she wouldn't use protection with him. But this offer... was one worth considering.

Andrew: Now, that's a interesting thing to say. You don't really mean that do you?

Julia: Y-Yeah I do. My sister needs help. We could run from this, just the two of us and our kid. Please Andrew...

Both parties, Andrew and Brianna, looked at her in disbelief. The words that came from Julia didn't sound like her own and her composure even betrayed that she shouldn't say such things but the desperation has fully set in. Only difference, is one party is smirking.

Andrew: Now how cou-

Ashley: ANDREW DON'T YOU FUCKING DARE.

Ashley, who was listening in disbelief just up the stairs, bolted down with her gun raised. She tossed the pillows and what looked like a squeeze tube onto the floor. Aiming the gun at Andrew, she stormed up to him.

Ashley: I don't know who you think you are Andrew but you won't fucking do this.

Andrew: And why not? Why should I care about appearances anymore? You said it yourself, we aren't normal.

Ashley: That's not what I meant!

Andrew: Then how about you clue me in, bitch. Or were you just too turned on by me to not talk me up?

Ashley: You... you don't get it...

Ashley shook, facing the monster she partially made. The gun lowering, she took a step to him.

Ashley: I meant that the world doesn't want Us. So we should want each other.

Andrew: First you tell me to drop my morals, then you tell me that I should care? At this point I don't know if I care about yo-

Ashley smacks him. The tears on her cheeks tell exactly how she's feeling and yet Andrew looks at her dumbfounded. The following silence could be cut with a cleaver, only padded by Brianna's attempts to suppress her groans.

Ashley: Let's just get this over with...

She turned towards the box with the candles when Andrew embraced her. His own cries filled the basement.

Andrew: Fucking... I'm so sorry Ashley. I don't know what got me like that... I figured if nothing mattered anymore then I could just do whatever

He dropped to his knees, pressing his face into her stomach.

Andrew: But you matter. I got to this point because you matter. You're all that matters to me. It's wrong to be with you like this but if it's everything then it isn't that bad.

Ashley: Andy....

She held him, lifting his head as she broke into a full sob. Together they kissed, a fiery passion alight between them. It was fleeting, but in that one moment their connection felt at its strongest. When they pulled away, sniffling, they look into each others eyes and smile.

Andrew: Shall we do this?

Ashley: Anything for you.

They turned, together, and faced the two tied up. Having failed her attempts as seduction, Julia now looked positively fearful. And rightfully so. It doesn't take long before the ritual is set and Ashley is calling out to the demon. Their vision goes black and then returns, red filling the room as the mass of eyes has arrived.

Demon: Tar Soul, I sense greatness here. What is your offering?

Ashley: Those two, right there. Especially the small one.

Demon: So be it.

Julia and Brianna go stiff momentarily as their eyelids sag until they go limp. The demon stops for a moment before seeking to close the summoning.

Demon: That... small one... she was quite the offering. A pure soul indeed, shining like gems. This is worthy of a reward. What unholy request do you have?

Ashley: I only want to be with my Andy.

Andrew: Shouldn't you actually use this LeyLey? It's not often we find a pure person.

Ashley: I'm serious. I have everything I wanted. A house, a car, money, and You.

Demon: So be it. He is yours.

Vision goes dark once again, and once it returns Ashley is hugging Andrew. He reaches up behind his neck for a moment, wincing in pain.

Ashley: What's the matter?

Andrew: Burns...

Ashley: Let me see!

She peeks up behind him and sees on his neck a small red eye burned into his skin. A mark of some kind. Oh well, she thought, we're in this together!

Eventually the burning ends and they look out over the ritual circle. Ashley yawns, breaking the moment and Andrew just laughs.

Andrew: We gotta get rid of the bodies again.

Ashley: We need new recipes.

Andrew: We can buy a book tomorrow. Let's just sleep for now.

Ashley: You know what. I agree. That sounds fucking amazing.



Chapter 7: Andy and LeyLey and the Aftermath
Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
The night was blue. It was a cool night, one of coming fall. Andrew and Ashley lay in bed wearing their respective sleep wear. It's a wonder for them, to rest in clothes that they didn't just wear and won't wear tomorrow. But resting is not what they're doing. Both lay awake with Andrew facing the wall.

Ashley: You still awake?

Andrew: Yeah.

Ashley: Can't sleep?

Andrew: No, you?

Ashley: Nah, can we talk?

Andrew: Yeah, what's on your mind?

They sat up, now looking towards each other with tired expressions. Andrew looked over his sister, her black tanktop revealing the bra beneath with zero care. He knew she wore grey sweats below the blanket, though he didn't know how she did. He himself only wore a pair of sport shorts to bed. Simple and comfortable for him. 

Ashley: I'm sorry for pushing you to that point.

Andrew: No you aren't. 

Ashley: Yes, I am. I really. I never wanted to see you like that..

Andrew: Like what? An insane douchebag who only had his own pleasure in mind?

Ashley: Well yes, but no. I only wanted you to treat me like you do other women, to think of me like you do them.

Her face dropped, the conversation obviously one she had trouble with.

Andrew: That's hard Ashley...

Ashley: Why? I'm a woman. I have tits and an ass. I cook, clean, and love you like no tomorrow. 

She made her point by motioning towards her points. This obviously drew Andrews attention before he shook his mind clear.

Andrew: And thats amazing but...

Ashley: But what?

Andrew looked away, his face shameful.

Andrew: I told myself ages ago, back before the quarantine, that I could never get by with you. I could never have a good life with you. It's in my head, still, that I could never live how I wanted with you.

Ashley: I think I understand...

Andrew: Don't get me wrong, what I said to you about what you have over every other woman, I meant it all. I love you Ashley. 

Ashley: You meant it all?

Andrew: Yes.

Ashley: Everything?

Andrew: Yes...?

Ashley leaned forward, placing a hand on his thigh with a smug look on her face. Andrew knew the words about to come out of her mouth were absolutely no good.

Ashley: So when you were all like "Oh God the way you smell"

Andrew: Yes...

Ashley: Ooohhh Andy, you dirty boy~

Andrew: Don't fucking start.

Ashley: ...Fine.

Ashley pulls away and they both sit there in silence for a few minutes before Andrew chuckled a bit.

Andrew: So... I've confessed one of my kinks. Your turn.

Ashley: WHAT? NO! Fuck you!

Andrew: What? Here and now?

Ashley: Ugh, shut up. Why should I tell you anyways?

Andrew: Seems like fun.

The words float in the space around them and Ashley watches them encircle her. Really doesn't mean any harm by it. Huh? Ashley thinks to herself, "This is my chance..."

Ashley: I want...

Andrew: Yeah?

Ashley: I want you to put your cigarettes out on me...

Andrew: .... Holy shit.

Ashley: Don't holy shit means!

Andrew: No no, I just... Wow, really Ashley?

Ashley: This was a mistake.... Andrew?

Andrew: Uh, yeah?

Ashley: This had better be your knee I feel...

Andrew: I-I think a snack will help me sleep!

Andrew bolts from bed, leaving the room and closing the door behind him. I can't believe he ran like that, Ashley thought while thinking back to what she felt. She might as well roll over and try to sleep. Soon enough though, the thoughts of him doing things to her was too much to bear. She rolled onto her back and slipped a hand below her sweatpant waistband, feeling herself through her panties. There she lay, attempting to pleasure herself but to no avail. She managed to work up a bit of a sweat but no orgasm for miles. She needed him. And was thus forced to swing herself out of bed and find him...

Andrew sat on the bed in the basement, smoking his boner away to no avail, on his second cigarette when he heard the sounds of Ashley coming down stairs.

Ashley: You better not be down here jacking off.

Andrew: No, I'm not.

Ashley: Good, because I'd be a little insulted if you were.

Andrew: No, just having a smoke or two.

Ashley: Ah well...

She crawled onto the bed and slipped behind him. "What is she doing?," Andrew thought to himself while he took anothet drag of his cig. He heard the rustling of fabric behind him and lowered the cigarette from his lips, blowing out smoke. It was then. As he was clear of smoke and ready for another drag that she striked. 

Ashley took the chance and shoved her sweaty bra, which she had just taken off, in Andrew's face while her other hand caressed his thigh from behind.

Ashley: Go on Andy, take a whiff of what your sister has been up to. Getting all hot upstairs, my fat awesome tits really collecting sweat as my chest heaved.

Andrew: Mmmfhfh

Andrew, huffing the sweet scent of her sweat and body, knew what to do here. He reached up with one hand. Grabbing her bare arm, and digging the cigarette into it. Ashley yelped in pain, that quickly turned into a moan. Taking the cig off of her pale skin, Andrew admired the mark it left. The two stopped their assaults, bodies fired up, and faced each other. 

Andrew: Are we doing this?

Ashley: Please... make me yours...

He needed no other words. Pushing her into the bed, Andrew had no time or need for removing anything but her sweatpants and his shorts, boxers included. The rest was fluff but what he needed was just beyond the soft, soaked fabric of her panties. Going down, his face descended until his nose grazed her wetness and his cock pressed into the mattress. He kissed at her, biting gently as to elicit a delicious slew of moans and squirms. All of this was in the effort of catching fabric between his teeth and not flesh, as when he finally does Andrew pulls her panties off with his teeth. Her intoxicating scent fogging his brain, he rose back to face her and look into her eyes as naturally his cock aligned with her slit.

Andrew: Give me the word... tell me to do it. Tell me to take your virginity, LeyLey.

Ashley: There's no one else I'd rather do it than you, Andy. Now fuck me like you've always wanted to.~

He pushed in, her walls slick but tight. Losing her virginity did nothing to her as the pleasure was immense. He was the perfect size for her and no amount of pain could bear a cigarette burn to how it felt to be complete. Once fully in, Andrew waited, allowing himself to be fully absorbed by her cunt. Ashley pulled his face down to kiss him, an invitation to proceed. When he did, she moaned, groaned, and heaved all while he continuously muttered "I love you" time and time again. 

She knew her time to shine, to glow in the glory of their sex was coming close. So she talked his neck where there were bite marks made just moments before and looked him in the eyes.

Ashley: I'm getting close, Andy. I want to give you a gift. I want to give you what that whore could never. Cum in me, Andrew. Cum deep inside of me and make me full.

Andrew: N-no, I can't. I know for a fact you don't take the pill.

Ashley: Just the one time, Andy. Risk it once. I will happily carry your kids but if not then oh well. Please, my womb yearns for your seed...

Andrew knew he was getting close to, but Ashley was putting the ball in his court. He knew what could happen if he does, but at the same time he could only come to one conclusion...

Andrew: You're all that Matters, Ashley.

Ashley: YES!

Andrew hilted himself in her as she wrapped her legs round his lower back. His groans announced it but it was the twitching of his cock inside her that sent her over the edge. As he spent himself pressed in her very depths, her walls worked to get every last drop. She spasmed under him and when Ashley could open her eyes to see her lover, he looked worried.

Ashley: I've never cum harder...

Andrew: Did you... did you mean what you said? About carrying my kids?

Ashley: It would make me the happiest woman in the world.

He leaned in to kiss her, a reward for her batshit insane and obsessive loyalty but one that almost brought Andrews erection back to life. He could see her starting to doze off so he leaned in close and whispered to her.

Andrew: Maybe one day...

When she didn't respond, he pulled out of her, picked her up like a bride on her wedding day, and brought her back to their bed. Andrew kissed her goodnight and fell asleep, properly by her side.

When Ashley awoke, Andrew was no where to be found. And neither were her panties or sweatpants. 

Ashley: So it wasn't a pleasant dream...

She climbed out of bed and got properly dressed, everything that happened yesterday coming back to her. That is until the smell of sausage hit her nostrils. Excited and ready for breakfast with the most amazing man in the world, she ran into the kitchen to see a familiar cat masked man sipping coffee while Andrew cooks.



Chapter 8: Andy and LeyLey and the Departure
Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
You Are Ashley

The morning sun was the most irritating part of waking up. It flooded the room and disturbed Ashley's sleep. Andrew on the other hand has no issues sleeping through it. She looked over to him, sleeping peacefully. It made her happy to see, even if it meant being up before him. He'd be up soon, within an hour and a half, when his alarm wakes him for work. 

Nevertheless, she swung her legs out of the warm covers and into the chilly fall air that filled their home. Her feet found the slippers that awaited and shuffled her over to the dresser where a colorful wool shawl was ready to warm her up. The shawl was a gift from one of their neighbors as a housewarming gift. Perfect time for it, as it gets use every morning when its cold as shit. Ashley wraps up, looks in the mirror for a moment, and makes her way out of the bedroom to turn the heat on. Her usual morning routine went uninterrupted as she tidied the living room before moving to the kitchen. 

They've redecorated, having gone for a red and gray theme to the various kitchen accessories. It's helped it feel more their own. Ashley smiled at this thought. Originally, Andrew wanted to redo everything and they fought and spat over it but she won in the end and they kept most of what was here. Now, she gets to keep a cookbook collection tidied away on the baker's rack. She pulls out one in particular and opens it to the bookmarked page. Looking over the recipe, Loaded French Toast, she takes a deep breath before getting to work...

You Are Andrew

The incessant beeping of an analog alarm breaks the peaceful state of slumber that Andrew was oh so comfortable in. But now it's just morning. Although, based on the smells that wafted in through the cracked door, it would be a good one. So he rose and went about his morning preparations of donning clothing appropiate for selling antiques. Today would be his last day for a while so he figured he'd make the effort to wear his least wrinkled shirt.

When he found himself crossing through the now warmed home he peaked his head into the kitchen to see Ashley plating some breakfast sausages along with these gnarly looking french toast slabs. Chuckling to himself, he entered and took his seat at the table.

Andrew: And whats all this now? Never had this before.

Ashley: No shit, I got it from one of the books. Loaded French Toast.

Andrew: And what makes it Loaded?

Ashley: Fruit. There's enough vitamins in here to kill your sickly ass.

Andrew: I'd like to see it try.

She placed the plate in front of him and set her own down before pouring them both a cup of coffee. After everything has been served, the meal commences. But not before Andrew decides he should make one more wisecrack.

Andrew: The best part of waking up is fresh joe in my cup~

Ashley: The best part?

Andrew: And you're alright I suppose.

Ashley: Haha very funny. Eat up you can't be late today.

The meal continued and before either knew it, Andrew was heading out the door. In a gesture of affection they'd only seen in movies, Ashley gives him a kiss at the door in plain view of any neighbors who may be outside at the moment. Andrew steels himself at the wheel, ready for another boring shift before all the fun begins.

You Are Ashley

Watching Andrew leave always left her feeling hollow inside. Her better half gone for hours at a time, something she never thought would happen a few months ago. But here she was like a housewife, stuck at home. At least she could pack their bags for tonight.

With this goal set, she went about it while lost in thought. Thoughts of the last 2 months all following his proposal...

Neko: How would you like to go to America?

Ashley: Huh? Why in the hell would we?

Neko: Well, as I've been telling my boy Andrew, I've got a big big job. Sit, eat, and lets talk deets.

So Ashley sat, ate, and listened to the man as he too ate Andrew simple breakfast. Though one thing stood out to her, which she noted every time she replayed these events in her head. While Neko often wore the mask with the hoodies tight and gloves on, she could now see his mouth. He appeared to be a black man, which shocked her considering the obvious eastern theme to his identity.

Neko: So I've recently gotten in touch with a friend of mine who has told me about a big job they've got. But they said they need manpower. I offered to swnd over my three best men.

Ashley: And what about me?

Andrew: You're practically a man so you'd be included.

Ashley: If I'm practically a man then you're practically gay.

Neko: She's got you there champ.

Andrew, rolling his eyes and popping his fork into his mouth, chose no response.

Neko: So, should you two accept, you will fly out to the east coast of USA in two months along with Rack. And when you're done, we'll fly you back and you three will get a huge payout. I'm told that if it goes well, we ALL will get at least 8 grand.

Andrew: Holy fucking shit you didn't mention that!

Neko: I was waiting for her.

Ashley: 8 grand? Like, thats... one... two... uh thats three zeros right?

Andrew: My lord... Yes, Ashley.

Ashley: Shut it I just woke up and have been slapped. I should press assault charges.

Neko: Nah, I'd win. Best not press anything on me.

Ashley: Confident bastard...

Neko: Anywho, yes. 8k minimum. Thats if you three pull it off. But I have no doubts about that. So, you two in?

Andrew: Hell yeah I'm in.

Ashley: If Andy is in, I'll be there too. Can't have some American woman run off with him!

Andrew: Did Rack agree already?

Neko: He doesn't know it yet but we have lunch later. I'll lay it on him them.

Ashley: What does that mean. "He doesn't know it yet"?

Andrew: He was in here when I woke up...

Ashley: Wha-

Neko rose, stretched, and bowed to Andrew before he left the kitchen swiftly, refusing to say another word. Ashley remembers being stunned, concerned, and a little weirded out by the fact that he apparently broke in and sat in their kitchen till someone woke up. But she didn't float on it too long as soon after Andrew reminded them that they had two dead bodies in their basement that needed disposal. You know, their favorite pass time. 

The memory played itself every time she had thinking room, like now as she stuffed clothes into a brand spanking new suitcase. With actual money, they have things and it's been almost cathartic for her to be able to think to herself "I'll get this next time we're at the store" or "I'll have Andrew run back out and get this". The difference in their lives from starving and trapped in hell to suburban household life is drastic and it's all been thanks to Candela.

Ashley laughed out loud for a brief moment, as she recalled learning about the group of criminals she now called friends. It happened about a week ago...

Neko: So we're going to this nice place, korean bbq. You ever been?

Ashley: Until we met you we'd barely had fast food.

They sat in the back of a luxury SUV, Neko's own personal vehicle, and watched the man turn around to face them despite being the one driving. If disbelief could be painted on the mask it would've been painted in bright yellow. He turned back fast to readjust himself back in the lane.

Neko: Damn you two are fucking depressing.

Andrew: You really don't have to remind us.

Ashley: In fact, we'd prefer if you didn't. 

Neko: Alright alright, sorry. Well anyways, you order and sit at a table with a grill in the middle...

He went on describing the experience until they pulled up to a place. Looked Korean enough, though Ashley never had any experience with Korean culture so how would she know. They went in and after confirming a reservation, were brought to a preoccupied table.

Ashley remembers the surprise, not at seeing Rack there, but in seeing two others. She recalls Neko introducing them and the immediate conversation. 

One of them, an Asian women who looked older than anyone at the table, sat in the far inside of the booth with her hair tied in a tight bun. Her navy suit screamed business but her presence here meant that said business wasn't the most legal one. She looked them over, stopping on Andrew which rang alarm bells in Ashley's head until her face turned in disgust. That in of itself had her feeling some type of way but she didn't get the chance to process it.

The other person, a young white guy who looked younger than even her and yet somehow feral, spoke up.

Damien: Ayo Neko, these the new ones?

Neko: Yes Damien, I told you I'd be picking them up did I not.

Tiana: Do we really need to bring in strays?

Rack: Hey watch it Tiana, these two do more work than any of us at this point.

Ashley: Hey wait a minute, do we really?

Tiana: Yes. Ever since you two came along it's like Neko is playing favorites.

Neko: I am not. They just take hit jobs and someone is too scared to dirty her hands.

Tiana: Tch... whatever.

Everyone was seated and they went about enjoying a meal. Ashley remebers the air being tense at first but eventually the young kid, Damien, got everyone talking. They called the night out "Last Meal" because it's something Neko does when they pick up a big job. Ominous and fucking scary but free food and drinks so who was she to complain. Andrew certainly didn't. Ever the social butterfly he tried to get to know the other members of the little group. Eventually he asked the big question.

Andrew: So is it just our group or...?

Rack: You seriously haven't said anything?

Neko: I'm a busy man!

Rack: Fucking hell...

Ashley: Said what? This isn't a cult right, cause I'm kind of already in one...

Rack: No, what the hell?

Andrew: F-Forget she said anything. What should we have known?

Rack: Yeah. So, we all work for Neko obviously. But Neko, and us because of that, are a part of a larger group called Candela. It's like if the mafia was a bunch of freelancers all being cool with each other and working under a name. Neko is kind of in charge of this area of things and his friend we are gonna see is running a solo gig in Massachusetts. 

Ashley: So if you're not a cult then what do you all do?

Tiana: We smuggle. We're smugglers, bootleggers, and occasionally hitmen. 

Damien: Though really thats just you two, killers.

Rack: Not many Candella members kill so the money is good and the jobs plentiful. We don't usually.

Neko: That's why I love ya!

Andrew: Thanks?

Rack: Yeah so, welcome to the group.

They all made a toast to the new members, even Tiana who seemed to avoid Andrew. There was something odd about how she acted but Ashley couldn't put a pin in it then and she still can't now as she recalls the events while she folds panties.

Her bag was eventually packed, so she slid it under the bed next to Andrews. They'd be leaving tonight, around 2am and arriving in Connecticut around 9pm where Neko's friend would pick us up. From there she'd do whatever. The uncertainty of both international travel and the job at hand left butterflies in Ashley's stomach. These remained for hours, threatening to fly out of her throat, until she eventually heard the front door unlocking.

You Are Andrew

Work sucked. He kept his mind focused on the adventure ahead but even so things kept coming at him to tear his resolve away. Shitty customer here, someone broke something there. The only solace in it all is his boss, an older man in his 80s, who was so unbelievably nice to him that it felt fake. But when he asked him for time off, the geezer laughed and commenter about youthful vigor before granting him the request. His sole coworker handled the store before and could do it again, long as she wasn't high off her ass. Oh and there was that. He worked with this blonde woman around his age who smoked all the time and was seemingly disgusted with him. It was like she tried to stay on the opposite side of the store unless boss man told her otherwise. Of course he won't tell Ashley about her. For all that was unholy they JUST finished with the rest of Julia and Brianna. Chicken would be nice now and then...

Ashley: Andy! You're home~

Andrew: Drop the Andy shit I just walked through the door.

Ashley: Aww, does someone not wanna relieve some stress before our big break?

Andrew: I think I'd rather have the meal and bath...

He looked over at his woman, his sister, whose dejected face said more words than the dictionary has entries. He sighed before pulling her into his arms. Taking a long huff of her as they hugged, his loins reminded him how long it's been.

Andrew: Maybe after we could have some fun.

Ashley: Promise?

Andrew: Only if you behave~

And there it is, the goofy yet devious smile he loved so much. He definitely was going to rearrange her guts later whether she "behaved" or not but she loved the challenge. That challenge being how to annoy him the most in as little time as possible. Her favorite. Nevertheless, they had a long evening and rest to get. And then, it was off to America...

The alarm clock blared but no light streamed in this time. Andrew smacked it and contemplated if this gig was worth it before he felt a hand grip his inner thigh. Despite his dreary state he could make out the rush of blood to his cock as Ashley's fingers grazed it through his shorts. He looked over, seeing her smile drowsily before closing her eyes and rising to meet him in a kiss. He pulled her face to his as his free hand snaked it's way to her clit, ignoring all other forms of fabric as he had his intent on making Her the first thing he'd taste after waking. Getting all the consent she needed to go further, her small hands snaked into his shorts and gently grabbed at his shaft before she began stroking slowly. He moaned into her mouth and sped up his finger folly. It didn't take long for her to quiver, locking his hand against her slit and covering his fingers in juices. After the waves of pleasure left her, Andrew brought his wet fingers to his mouth for a taste. In that instance he touched finger to tongue, he felt his own orgasm come to and he shot all in his shorts and over her hand. Unlike him however, she'd clean up in the bathroom.

Ashley: Good Morning Handsome~

Andrew: It's 12am... only thing good about it is you.

Ashley: Oh how you flatter me~

Andrew: Let's get to this, Angel Face.

Ashley: Hey, watch what you say... He might take away my demon powers!

Andrew: I doubt you'll get them taken away for looking too good.

And he meant it. Something about her bed head brought her from a high 9 to a low 11. Mind you, it's a scale of 1-10. Taking the compliment finally, they nith got ready to leave just in time for Neko to arrive to pick them up. Nags prepacked and energy at an all time low, he barely felt a thing as his body went on autopilot until he sat on the plane itself.

Ashley: Earth to Andrew!

Andrew: Ah fuck! WHAT?

Ashley: Can I be really honest with you?

Andrew: Who else but me?

Ashley: I'm scared. Of all of this.

Andrew: I get it, Ashley, but this is a big step for us. And look, Rack is here with us.

Andrew pointed out the large man just an aisle or two up and squeezed Ashleys arm. Her anxieties mattered to him but he knew she wanted 8 grand as much as him.

Everything will be fine. Thats what he told her. And he said it again when they took off. And again when they landed. And again when they walked through the foreign terminals at the late time of night. And once more when grabbing their luggage. But it was his hesitation at finding their ride that led her to talk to him directly. 

Ashley: Okay why the fuck aren't you worried. What if they forgot, or don't know what we look like?

Andrew: They've gotta be around here somewhere, no way they'd forget.

Footsteps came up from behind and they turned to see Rack approach, luggage behind him on its tiny wheels. He pointed, before walking past them. Turning, they finally saw it. A tall woman, fiery orange hair and bright green eyes, holding a sign with a candel on it. The Candela symbol. And that must be Neko's friend. Andrew wasn't happy. He'd notice that women didn't seem to like him lately and for the moment, he assumed it would be the same. Imagine how difficult this job would be if your boss hated you.

But Ashley had no such thoughts yllding her down. Fingers interlocked with Andrew she ran to catch up with Rack. She dragged him with up to the woman who regarded them warmly and introduced herself.

Lilly: Hello, my name's Lilly. Lilly Miracle! Neko has told me so much abaut you!

What the hell? Andrew was shocked to see her smile his way, let alone get in the same car with him. Something was amiss and he could only hope Ashley would keep to herself. There he worried, cramped into the back of her silver car, as she left the airport. Once on the highway, the bomb dropped.

Lilly: What do you know about Art Theft?
